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Poetry. 
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"While souls excliang'd, alternate grace ac- 
quire, 

Aad passions catch from passions, mutual 
iire. 
What tho' to deck tkis roof no arts conv- 
bine, 

Such forms as rh'al ev'ry fair but mine. 

No nodding plumes our humble couch a- 
bove. 

Proclaim each triunvph of unfjounded We ; 

No silver lamp, with sculptur'd cupids 

O'er yielding beauty pours its midnight 

Yet fancy's charms could time's slow flight 
bef^ile. 

Sooth ev'ry care, and make this dungeon 
smile ; 

— In her, what kings — what Saints tere 
wisb'd is given — 

licr heart is empire — and her smile is hea- 
ven. 



LINES FROM TIEULLUS Translated. 

lllam, quid quid agit, quo quo vestigia 

vertit, 
Comu""it furtim, sub-sequiturque decor; 
Sei; solvit crines, fuse decet esse- capiHos 
Sen corapsit, comptis est veneranda comisj 
Uiit, seu tyria voluit procedere palla, 
I'rit, seu nivea, Candida vestevenit, 
'Jalis in ceterno felii Vertumuus Olympo, 
Milie habet ornatus, mille decenter nabet. 

TRANSLATION. 

Where'er her eye, where'er her step she 
bends. 

Composure softens, majesty attends. 

Do her loose tresses sport in wavy gold ? 

What grace appears in ev'ry wanton fold .' 

Do circling braids her captive looks en- 
twine, 

What heavenly charms, in each soft ring- 
let shine.' 

Behold her move in purple state attir'd, 

Ail eyes are ravish'd, and all hearts are 
fir'd. 

See her, in vests of virgin whiteness, rove. 

And ev'ry burning bosom melts to iovr. 

Thus, though a tliousand forms Vertuninus 
wear. 

In every form a thousand charms appear. 



WORDS OF THE FAVORITE MOUN- 
TAIN SONG OK THE SWISS, " RR. 
TOUR DES rACHESr 

VCUAND reverrai je en un jour, 
Tous les objects de mon amour i 



ay 



Nos cljircs niijicaui, 
Nos coteaux, 
Nos liameaux, 
Nos montagnes ? 
Et I'ornemens des nos camjiagne. .' 
La, si gentil lesabeau, 
A I'ombre d'un ormeau, 
Quand danserai je au son du chalumcau I 
Quand reverrai je en nn jour, 
Tous les objects de mon amour ? 
Mon Fere, 
Ma Mere, 
Mon Frere, 
Ma Sxur, 
Me» Agneaux, 
Mes Troupeaux, 
Ms Bergere, 
Ouand reverrai je en un jour, 
To'j5 les objects de mon amour .' 

AN EPISTLE TO A FRIEND IN TOWN 

BY DYER, AUTHOR 0-F THE " FLEECE." 

ItIaVE my friends in the town, in the j.i 
busy town 

Forgot sucli a man as J. Dyer .' — 
Or heedlsss despise ihey, or pity the clown, 

Whose bosom no pageantries fire. 

No matter — no matter — conteiit in the 
shades 
(Contented? — why ev'ry thing charms 
nie.) 
Fall ill tunes all adown tlie green srejps, ye- 
cascades, 
'Till hence rigid virtue alariiw me. 

"Till outrage arises, or misery needs 
The swift the intrepid a';*^n;ver, 

'Till sacred reiigi<.)n, or ii!?erty bioed.^ 
Then m.iiie be the deed, and tiie danger- 

Alas ! what a folly !^ — what v, ealch and do- 
miiiion 
We keep up in sin and in sorrov.'; 
Immense is the toil, yet the hibour how 
vain ! 
Is not life to be over — to morrow ? 

Then glide on my moments, the few that I 
have, 

Smooth-shaded, and quiet, and even : 
Wliiie gently the bodydesceridsto thegravCj 

And the spirit arises to he.i-, en. 



EPIGRAM 

ON SEEING A ERENCH WATCH ROUNIl 
THE NECK Of A UC Afl 1 1 tiL TOIMI 
WCM.\^;. 



